Acroceraunian Mountains

climb into the branches. Everywhere are orange groves, or coffee
groves, for this is the land of coffee. Guatemala, it would seem,
must be one of the loveliest countries upon earth. The plain on
which the Spanish soldiers glittered in armour is shaded by the
high volcanoes, and the spirit of romance rests upon it.

This is at the end of one world and the beginning of another.
Though what do we know of Nicaragua, Honduras, of Costa
Rica, or San Salvador! Each must have its own traditions, its
Spanish relics and its Indian lore. But the Indians are no longer
Redskins: these are peons who, for centuries, were slaves. For,
now, the land which dwindled but would not end, swells again.
After Panama comes Colombia, most Castilian of all New Spain,
From here it is another continent, sister to Africa, and sharing
with Africa the Southern hemisphere. Ecuador must have its
wonders. Peru has Cu2co of the Incas. Bolivia, too, has magni-
ficent old buildings. It is as far inside its continent as Galicia or
.Bucovina, and with a civilization dating back to the sixteenth
century. Potosi was the greatest mine of silver in the world, and
it is the mountain of Potosi that appears like a mysterious pyra-
mid in the background of those seventeenth century tapestries
that depict America among the four continents of the world.
Potosi was, in fact, the synonym for wealth, and that forgotten
name was embroidered in the imagination to some semblance
with Tes Indes Orientales et Occidentals', that book to which
we have referred, before, as being the work of the Dutchman,
Romeyne de Hooge. Peru, also, was the land of silver, borne on
the lama's back, the camel of the Incas. But we draw rein, still
farther to the South, among the untamed Araucanians, Chilean
Indians, who were never conquered. And the earth ends in
Tierra del Fuego, in a land of winds and of perpetual cold. Such
was the new world. There is nothing comparable in the age in
which we live.

They are great rivers, Mississippi, Amazon, and Orinoco.
But listen to this rivergod who hides among the reeds. His
are waters of Tartar}7-, of the Caucasian vales. And yet, we would
have him nearer to the fountain of all legends, between the
Ionian and Adriatic sea. His melted snows may be of Acrocer-
aunian mountains, a name with far off thunder in it. They are
high mountains and they catch the thunder. The lonely goatherd